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Don’t  be  surprised  at  how  good  the  Toike  is;  be  a part  of  it!  The 
next  MAKE-UP  will  be  Nov.  24  at  5 pm  in  the  Engineering 
Society  offices  (SF  B670).  Encouragement  will  be  provided  for 
producers.  Come  watch  the  editur  fail  in  person!  Submissions 
must  be  legible  (double  spaced  or  typed  on  anything  but  toilet 
paper,  napkins,  TTC  transfers,  old  issues  of  the  Varsity  or  other 
pieces  of  garbage).  Send  articles  with  your  name  and 
telephone  number  to  the  address  given  below. 
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EDITORIAL  SECTION.  I’ve  always  wondered  if  anyone  ever  reads  this  small 
print.  In  fact  I’ve  always  wondered  why  anyone  would  bother.  But  since  someone 
with  a high-powered  microscope  will  no  doubt  attempt  to  gleen  every  particle  of 
humour  from  this  glorious  publication  I’d  better  write  something  here. 

Some  of  our  readers  will  be  aware  of  the  fact  that  recently  Popular  Science  (the 
other  one)  changed  its  format.  This  is  no  coincidence.  Sometime  during  the 
confusion  surrounding  Homecumming,  a P.S.  spy  infiltrated  the  Engineering 
Communication  office  security  system,  and  managed  to  get  past  the  venemous 
cobras  which  guard  the  altars  upon  which  the  Toike  is  laid  out.  He  informed  the 
Board  of  Directors  of  Times  Mirror  Magazines  Inc.  of  the  impending  parody. 


Consequently,  the  decision  was  made  to  change  the  format  of  the  magazine. 

I certainly  hope  that  none  of  our  readers  imagined  that  an  engineer,  even  the 
humble  Toike  editur,  made  a mistake.  While  the  true  behind-the-scenes  story  does 
seem  unlikely,  it  is  far  more  believable  than  that  explanation. 

By  the  way,  the  SAC  fees  referendum  is  approaching  (NOV.  16)  and  we  should 
all  be  thinking  about  what  SAC  does  to. . . I mean  for,  us  all.  Consider  the  fact  that 
they  support  the  sex  ed  centre  (after  all  we  can’t  educate  all  women  by  ourselves) 
and  they  even  support  the  riding  stables  in  Scarberia.  Look,  where  else  can  you  get 
1 200  pounds  of  meat  between  your  legs ...  ? 


VPA:  You  haven’t  had  enough  yet  this 
year,  Ella! 

Burns:  What  do  you  mean  “no  bower"? 
This  is  euchre  not  beastiality! ! 

Prez:  This  newsletter  will  outline  the  ser- 
vices that  Lynette  has  to  offer! 

Male  Cheerleader:  Spread  your  legs  so  I 
can  get  my  head  in  there. 

A.  A.:  If  you  need  money,  come  on  your  hands 
and  knees... 

Bruise:  1 never  have  any  trouble  using  it.  I 
sit  in  all  day  playing  with  it. 

Soft.  Prof.:  You  can  think  about  it  and 
you  can  understand  it  but  until  you  ac- 
tually do  it,  you  don’t  appreciate  it. 


PS  READERS  TALK  BACK 

The  Toike  has  an  open  letters  policy. 


Lube  job 

After  reading  E.F.  Lindsley’s  article  on 
Teflon  lubricants  ( P.S . July)  I immediately 
thought  of  sex  aids.  What  a way  to  beat 
the  mess  and  bother  of  foam  lubricants. 
The  ability  to  withstand  extreme  pressure, 
protection  against  corrosion  and  rust,  and 
an  ability  to  last  are  what  these  aids 
need.  Would  someone  on  your  staff  please 
tackle  the  job  of  finding  out  if  this  usage 
is  feasible? 

Del  Pierce 
Schenectady,  N.Y. 

One  of  the  products  covered  in  the  article, 
Super  Lube,  is  particularly  well  suited  for 
this  application  because  its  grease  base 
prevents  runoff. 

Beauty  or  beast? 

Mechanical  Goats  in  the  home?  No  way.  I 
work  with  the  little  beasts  at  a local  TV 
studio  and  would  discourage  their  use  in 
the  home  for  the  following  reasons:  (1) 
They  run  hot  - up  to  500  degrees  F. 
Nothing  that  generates  that  kind  of  tem- 
perature should  be  used  in  a living  room, 
save  the  family  fireplace.  (2)  They  are 

unreliable.  Their  life  span  can  vary  over 
50  percent  from  what  is  predicted.  One 
touch  from  an  ungloved  hand  shortens  this 
even  more.  (3)  They  can  explode.  I’ve 

seen  even  the  low-wattage  ones  self- 

destruct.  I am  certainly  for  new  and 

unique  forms  of  buggery  but  robotics  is 
not  the  way  to  go. 

Dr.  Harvey  Whorewell 
Franklin,  Pa. 

Wasted  aircraft 

The  need  for  good  engineers  never  ends. 
The  latest  and  most  embarrassing  display 
of  ignorance  is  occuring  in  our  own  air- 
craft industry.  Poor  design  and  testing  has 
led  to  the  creation  of  the  world's  most 
pitiful  collection  of  junk.  This  has 
seriously  hurt  transportation  and  com- 
munications facilities  in  critical  places.  Not 
one  newly  designed  airplane  has  completed 
the  short  journey  across  SF1105  without 
crashing  or  making  emergency  'landings’. 
If  they  can’t  cross  SF1105  they'll  never 
make  it  across  Convocation  Hall  which  is 
now  a major  objective  in  new  design 
proposals. 

In  order  to  preserve  the  limited  supply 
of  paper  and  money,  aircraft  manufac- 
turers must  be  urged  to  recover  their 
downed  planes  and  repair  them.  They  pose 


a danger  to  the  environment  and  may  well 
stir  political  unrest  if  they  are  simply 
abandoned  where  they  crash.  The  point  is: 
Pick  them  all  up  at  the  end  of  the  lecture 
and  save  them  for  the  next  one. 

Aeronautic  F!rosh 

Disappointed  reader 

I am  very  disappointed  with  the  last  issue 
of  the  Toike  Oike.  The  Toike  has  a 
reputation  to  maintain.  The  September  22 
issue  didn’t  live  up  to  this  reputation. 

I realize  that  it  is  very  difficult  to  obtain 
good  articles  due  to  the  lack  of  sub- 
missions: so  I have  decided  to  share  with 
all  Skulemen  some  gems  (?)  from  my  ac- 
cumulation of  Toike- type  material. 

I have  enclosed  several  long  and  short 
poems  and  limericks.  These  are  but  a few 
of  the  many  in  my  possession.  I plan  to 
make  further  submissions  after  the  next 
issue  of  the  Toike. 

Best  luck  with  the  next  issue. 

Doug  Ras-Errons 
MMS8T6 

Luck  has  very  little  to  do  with  it.  Thanks  for 
the  submissions  though  we  do  prefer 
original  material. -Ed. 

“Femme  Engs’  ” revenge 

We  would  dig  a “Mr.  Godiva”  or 
equivalent.  We  are  not,  assuredly,  scin- 
tillated seeing  a sexually  clad  (or  unclad) 
female,  unless  of  course,  we  are  lesbians. 
Neither  are  we  amused  at  being  portrayed 
as  mere  receptacles  of  sex.  So  how  about 
male  sex  OBJECTS,  eh? 

Anonymous  F!rosh 

We  on  the  Toike  staph  have  a number  of 
male  sex  objects  we'd  be  happy  to  show 
you  femme-flrosh.  Come  to  the  next  make- 
up and  straighten  us  out. -Ed. 

Classified? 

I hope  this  isn’t  a stupid  question,  but  why 
are  you  printing  a Classified  section?  After 
all,  isn't  this  information  supposed  to  be 
secret? 

Joe  Artsie 

No,  it’s  not  a stupid  question  Joe... it’s  a 
moronic  artsie  question!  How  could  you  even 
begin  to  think  that  the  Toike  is  composed  of 
radical,  revolutionary  communists  whose  aim 
is  to  publish  classified  information  in  order  to 
bring  down  the  Government  of  Canada  and 
then  set  themselves  up  as  the  ruling 
pol...(oops!) — Ed. 
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Get  a handle 

on  flavour. 


Budweiser.  Brewed  in  Ontario  by  Labatt’s 


they  'don’t  like  the  little  bruises  the  calculator 
leaves  on  their  stomach.  Take  the  calculator 
off  your  belt  and  at  least  one  of  your 

problems  will  be  solved. 

"SAY  GO  DIVA-' 

— Hog  jowls  work  proper 

If  you  git  some  hog  jowls  an  put  a hanful 
, in  yo  car  in  yo  gas  tank  an  drav  it  it  will 

A clinic  on  life  by  Lady  Godiva,  the  First  Lady  of  Skule  work  proper 


Turbo  for  MGB? 

Say  Godiva,  I have  a 1967  MGB-GT,  and 
it’s  going  to  need  an  overhaul  soon.  I’m 
thinking  of  installing  a turbocharger.  I’d 
like  to  know  if  you  think  a five-main- 
bearing  engine  running  at  8.8:1  could 
stand  five  lbs.  of  boost,  or  would  I have  to 
drop  the  compression  ratio?  Also,  should  I 
install  a turbo  cam  from  Ed  Iskenderian 
Racing  Cams? 

Matthew  Silveira 
Tulare,  Calif. 

What  the  fuck  do  you  think  I am,  a 
mechanic ? 


Double  trouble 

You  know,  I’m  glad  I’m  not  president  of 
Eng  Soc  anymore.  If  I were,  then  there 
would  be  two  Eng  Soc  presidents.  I 
believe  in  the  one  president  system. 

Wayne  Levin 
Ind  8T3 

You're  quite  right  Wayne,  I shudder  to 
think  of  the  mess  you  and  R.M.  could  get 
us  in  together.  By  the  way,  about  that  rub- 
ber cheque  you  gave  me... 


Women  hate  me 

I’m  a gypsy  basketball  player.  My  idols  are 
Santa  Claus  and  Pierre  Trudeau.  Unfor- 
tunately, women  hate  me.  What  are  the 
four  types  of  guys  women  don’t  like? 

Fenton  Orville 

1. Gypsies  because  they  have  crystal  balls. 

2. Santa  Claus  because  he  comes  only  on- 
ce a year. 

3.  Basketball  players  because  they  dribble 
before  they  shoot. 

4.  Trudeau  because  once  you  get  the  prick 
in,  you  can’t  get  him  back  out. 


Engineering  soccer 

Say  G.B.,  I’m  president  of  the  Eng.  Soc.,  the 
Engineering  Soccer  Club.  It  must  be  an 
important  position  because  they  gave  me  a 
nice  office  and  let  me  go  to  lots  of 
meetings.  I can’t  see  what  they  all  have  to 
do  with  soccer  but  I go  anyway.  If  you 
can  figure  it  out  could  you  please  explain? 
Love 

Ron  McKenzie 
Elec  8T4 

President  Engineering  Soccer  Club 

I’ve  always  wondered,  why  do  they  call  you 
“ Big  Fella"? 


UNIX  sexless 

Please  o’  wonderful  and  wise  woman,  can 
you  tell  me  why  they  named  the  operating 
system  on  the  VAX,  UNIX? 

Wallowing  In  Mental  Perplexity 
Eng  Sci  8T7 

It’s  named  after  three  comp,  sci.’s  who 
spent  night  after  night  developing  it.  (Think 
about  it.) 


Holy  condom! 

I hear  a lot  of  engineers  say  that  they 
always  use  a condom  whenever  the  screw 
their  girlfriends.  What  I wonder  about  is 
why  do  you  need  a condom  for  this  - 
whatever  happened  to  using  the  back  seat 
of  a car,  or  even  a hotel  room?  Anyway, 
my  question  is,  if  I ever  decided  to  screw 
a girl,  will  OSAP  lend  me  the  $150,000  I 
need  to  buy  my  condom?  (I  want  it  in  a 
good  area  like  Rosedale). 

Sincerely, 

Lester  Plazinsky 
Eng  Sci  87 

/ know  this  great  place  in  Beirut. 


Everyone  hates  me 

I am  an  Eng  Sci  Flrosh.  Why  does 
everyone  make  fun  of  me?  I can’t  help  it 
if  I’m  slimy,  and  what’s  wrong  with  the 
front  row  anyhow?  Professors  are  nice 
people... 

Humiliated 
Slimy  Flrosh 

Fuck  off,  eat  shit  and  du/dx,  you  slimy 
wimp. 


Eng  Sci  strike-out 

I am  a flrosh  Eng  Sci.  I always  wear  my 
blue  University  of  Toronto  leather  jacket, 
and  even  have  an  Engineering  Society 
sticker  on  my  Samsonite  briefcase.  My 
problem  is  that  at  campus  pubs  (Charlie’s, 
Roscoe’s,  Reznikoff’s)  whenever  I meet  a 
beautiful  chick  and  tell  her  I’m  in 
Engineering,  she  tells  me  to  F.O.!  Why  is 
this?  Is  it  because  I’m  an  engineer?  Is  it 
because  I’m  an  Eng  Sci?  Is  it  because  she 
thinks  I’m  a conceited,  sexist,  male 
chauvanist  pig?  Is  she  afraid  of  succum- 
bing to  my  overpowering  charm?  Is  she 
afraid  I’m  going  to  rape  her?  Is  it  because 
I ask  too  many  questions? 

I.M.  Lost 

Women  avoid  sex  with  Eng  Sci’s  because 


Perfect  woman 

I have  nothing  better  to  do  at  the 
moment,  so  I thought  I’d  write  and  give 
you  my  vision  of  the  “perfect  woman”  - 3 
ft.  tall,  no  teeth  and  a flat  head  to  rest  my 
beer  on. 

Tim-zero 
Chem  8T6 

You  dori’t  want  a woman,  asshole,  you 
want  an  old  St.  Bernard. 


If  midburns  got 

you  in  that 

present  gloom 

And  exams  are 

spelling  impending 

doom 

DON’T  FRET 

Club  Elec  is  here  to  help  relieve 
tension  with  the 

1! 

CHOKER 

SMOKER 

(END  OF  EXAMS) 

GB422 


(Check  CANNON  for  details). 


An  ATLAS  BODY?  In1  lays 

my  method  of  DYNAMIC-TENSION 
starts  giving  results  you  can 
feel  and  your  friends  will 
notice.  Big,  useful  muscles. 

Gain  weight,  if  needed.  Lose 
“pot  belly.”  Send  your  name 
address  for  32-page  book-FREE. 

CHARLES  ATLAS,  49  West  23rd  St., 

Newjork,  n.Y.  10010  Dept.  1G 
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that’s  New' 


Blast  fence 

Those  sputniks  have  done  it 
again.  Always  the  economy- 
minded  folk,  the  Soviets  are 
now  putting  wasted  rocket 
exhaust  to  good  use.  In  the 
picture,  nine  political  prisoners 
are  being  fried  to  a crisp, 
against  the  unique  blast  fence. 
Designed  by  top  Russian  scien- 
tists, the  fence  is  believed  to 
be  made  of  a novel  titanium 
alloy.  What  will  they  think  of 
next? 


Rubik’s  block 

The  latest  craze  in  Rubik’s 
technology. ..the  Rubik’s  block!  If  you  can 
pick  it  up  without  dropping  it,  you’ve 
solved  it!  This  one’s  for  those  special 
people  who  count  among  their  greatest 
achievements,  learning  how  to  open  a flip- 
lock  sandwich  bag  and  getting  a 54%  in 
ECOIOO.  The  newest  model,  a favourite 
among  Erindalers,  even  has  rounded  cor- 
ners to  prevent  serious  injury  in  the  event 
of  accidental  swallowing. 

Keener  no-doz 

For  the  keener  who  just 
cannot  afford  to  spend 
precious  time  on  such  useless 
things  as  sleep,  this  handydandy 
new  alarm  from  the  Keenest 
Co.  is  a God-send.  Set  the 
alarm  at  any  angle.  Now  once 
the  head  nods  forward,  the 
alarm  goes  off.  Thus  one  can 
stay  up  to  study  virtually 
endlessly.  Looks  and  feels  like 
a normal  hearing  aid.  Colours 
are  hard  hat  yellow  or  clear. 

Cost:  $1.99,  Keenest  Company 
Ltd. 


Fool-proof  hammer 

This  one’s  a beaut. ..a  computer-designed 
hammer  so  fucking  perfect,  even  an  artsie 
woman  can  use  it!  Made  of  a fantastic  new 
light-weight  fellatium  alloy,  the  new  X-69 
has  been  designed  to  give  maximum 
pleasure  with  every  blow.  Once  you’ve 
tried  this  baby,  a simple  bang  just  won't 
do.  And  for  extra  comfort,  the  handle  is 
ribbed,  to  keep  you  hangin’  on,  even  un- 
der the  slipperiest  conditions.  We  defy 
anyone  to  beat  our  tool!  Only  $25  from 
Son-of-Mr.  Chips  Inc.  Anaheim  CA. 


ANGLE  SETTING 


Keener  sit-in  doll 

Tired  of  sitting  in  tediously 
boring  lectures?  Do  you  have 
more  important  things  to  do 
than  listen  to  a walking 
textbook?  If  you  do,  the  Nice 
Dolly  Co.  of  San  Francisco  has 
come  up  with  the  thing  for  you 
An  inflatable  doll  that  will  take 
your  place  in  lectures.  Options 
available:  a super-keener  TM 
doll  which  even  asks  dumb 
questions.  For  artsies,  a pre- 
keener,  responds  to  "Skip”  and 
"Biff’  and  has  its  own  Lacoste 
t-shirt.  Cost:  $12.13,  Nice 
Dolly  Co.  Ltd. 


Eng  Sci  T-shirts 
Keener  model  1 

When  sensor  detects  break-in 
lecture  hand  is  automatically 
raised  so  stupid  question  may 
be  put  forward. 

‘Special  discount  for 
quadraplegic  Engineering 
Science  keeners* 

(“I  love  Eng  Sci"  insignia  ex- 
tra) 


Keener  model  2 

Multi-functioned  LCD  display 
gives  constant  display  of  past 
and  present  report  cards, 
average  marks,  class  rank, 
results  of  latest  test.  Computes 
results  necessary  to  break  95%. 


B 


A new  angle 

Here  we  have  an  unusual 
device  which  combines  the 
angler’s  tradition  and  the 
windmill  as  a source  of 
alternate  energy.  It  is  a simple 
and  effective  method  utilising 
the  unnecessary  mass  of  an 
Erindale  student  and 
gravitational  potential  energy! 
By  February‘84,  it  will  be 
available  in  the  form  of  a 
large  package  which  includes  a 
Mk  1 rectal  grappling  hook 
(Figure  A),  a locotronix  ‘50’ 
windmill-type  electric  generator 
with  ‘Formfit’  casing,  (Fig.  B), 
and  a Crossmark  rectal 
grappling  hook  launcher  rifle 
(Fig.  C).  The  sight  on  the  rifle 
helps  you  find  your  target 
(Fig.  D).  Once  the  target  has 
been  reeled  in,  you  simply 
snap  the  generator  onto  the 
end  of  the  grappling  hook. 

You  then  take  the 
assembled  system  to  a 
satisfactory  height  by  means  of 
a B-52  or  other  bomber 
and  then  bombs  away. 
The  power  generated 
during  descent  is  stored  in  a 
shock  resistant  Ni-Cad  cell 
which  is  ejected  shortly  before 
impact  and  parachutes  safely 
to  a soft  landing. 


Eng  Sci  key  chain 

Let’s  see.  Next  week  you’ve  got 
3 midterms,  4 problem  sets, 
and  one  mother-fucker  of  an 
electronics  lab  to  write  up. 
Don’t  fret.  Calm  your  jitters 
with  your  choice  of 
tranquilizers  and  assorted 
hallucinogens.  This  nifty  item 
even  has  a special  compar- 
tment for  a cyanide  pill.  Only 
$2.99  from  Rexco  Specialities, 
1134  Fishead  Rd.,  Lima,  Peru. 


ro  3 •-* . 


This  great  new  combination 
vibrator/ door  knob  will  have 
the  gals  buzzing... for  more!  No 
keys  needed,  responds  only  to 
personal,  body  chemistry. 
Release  the  day’s  tensions 
before  you  step  through  the 
door!  Exclusive  Imports,  Los 
Angeles  CA  10069. 


Sexist  instrument 

Here  it  is,  the  latest  in  sex- 
tronic  wizardry  from  Japan. 
This  one  does 

everything... believe  us,  we’ve 
tried  it!  In  addition  to  the  sev- 
eral unique  functions  possessed 
by  the  SI-69,  the  batteries 
never  die  out... they  just  go 
down!  And  rumour  has  it  that 
the  next  generation  will  have 
its  own  Vaseline  dispenser  with 
Auto  Vibe!  Available  from 
Matsufellashiony  Industries,  for 
$69.69. 


TV  phone 

“You  little  bitch  it’s  rude  to  point  at 
people”,  says  Grandma  with  a smile.  Well, 
we  might  as  well  admit  it,  1984  is  almost 
here.  Soon  every  home  will  have  a Gran- 
dma-vision telescreen,  so  in  case  you’re 
thinking  bad  thoughts.-.DON’T!!!  Available 
from  Big  Brother  Industries,  London, 
Oceania,  M6E  2B5. 


No-key  knob 


New  crystal  structure  discovered: 


SCIENCE  NEWSFRONT 


An  electron  was  charged  yesterday  with 
moving  faster  than  the  speed  of  light  in  a 
relativistic  speed  zone.  A Modern  Physics 
example  will  be  made  of  him  to  ensure 
that  this  kind  of  random  behavior  never 
occurs  again.  As  well,  multiple  charges 
were  laid  on  an  atom  today  for  con- 
tributing to  the  electrostatic  discharge  of  a 
dissident  ion. 

Five  electrons  were  captured  last  week 
seeking  asylum  in  Canada.  They  are 
believed  to  have  escaped  from  behind  the 
iron  curtain  and  are  currently  being  held 
in  an  infinite  square  w-ell  somewhere  in 
West  Germanium. 

A hallucinogenic  electronics  crime  wave 
has  recently  diffracted  through  our  bor- 
ders. But  luckily,  due  to  Special  Limited 
Investigation  Task  Force  interference,  a 
number  of  multi-chromatic  wave  packets 
have  been  confiscated.  Three  American 
Photons  were  charged  with  smuggling  and 
will  be  deported  on  the  next  wave  train. 


Universal  Pictures  presents,  “Logan’s 
Run”  directed  by  Erwin  Schroedinger, 
starring  Louis  de  Broglie  and  Werner 
Heisenberg  in  a film  about  the  search  for 
Mr.  Logan’s  electron.  Chase  scenes  were 
filmed  in  Chicago. 

What  people  have  said  about  "Logan’s 
Run": 

"I  thought  the  film  was  great,  but  some 
of  the  Fourier  transformations  Mr.  Logan 
went  through  were  totally  disgusting.  I 
wouldn't  take  my  kids  to  see  such  a gory 
film — it  should  be  restricted.” 

“I  thought  the  ending  was  bohring  and 
stupid.  He  had  his  electron  cornered  but 
died  of  a heart  attack  trying  to  catch  it. 
Like  I said.. stupid." 

"Mv  mother  was  upset.  She  wanted  to 
see  classical  love  scenes.  Instead,  she  gets 
a quantum  mechanical  probablistic  inter- 
pretation of  the  way  waves  really  function. 
Sure,  you’re  going  to  teach  my  mother 
about  sex?  The  way  she  was  swearing  at 
the  projectionist,  I know  what  she  knows 
about  sex.” 

"Hey,  I though  it  was  great.  Now  I can 
walk  through  walls,  feel  and  see  things 
that  don’t  really  exist,  and  no  that  no  mat- 
ter what  you  do,  you  can't  be  sure  you 
know  what  you  are  doing.  I can't  wait  un- 
til I build  my  first  plane." 


HART HOUSE 

ni» 


TheTommy  Eaarl’s  Orchestra 
Dr.  D’s  Dancing,  Piano  Bar, 
Dessert  Buffet  and  much  more! ! 

tickets 

$24  per  person  before  Dec.  9th,  1 983 
$20  per  person  in  a group  of  ten 
$24per person  inagroupof  four 

Now  available  at  Hall  Porter’s  Desk,  Hart  House 

Charlie’s  Place 

Pub 

Happy  Hour 
8:00-9:00 

Great  Music 
Good  Times 
& Dancing 

In  the  newly  renovated  Arbor  Room 
Hart  House  — Fridays 

NO  COVER 
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Technology  flashback 

lest  we  forget 


Where  have  all  the  keypunches 
gone? 


By  FELDON  INNSMOUTH 

It  was  inevitable.  The  passenger 
pigeon,  the  white  rhino,  the 
rhesus  monkey,  the  mugatto 
beast,  all  either  extinct  or  close  to 
the  edge;  and  now... the  keypun- 
ch. 

Yes  we  all  laughed  when  a cer- 
tain group  of  twisted  individuals, 
in  a ritual  of  barbaric  decadence, 
sledgehammered  a defenseless 
keypunch  into  just  so  much 
twisted  metal.  To  prove  a point? 
Maybe.  But  how  long  must  this  go 
on,  this  cruel  and  senseless 
destruction  of  our  technological 
heritage?  As  a wise  man  once 
said  “Thank  God  for  Thomas 


Edison,  or  I’d  be  watching  TV  by 
candlelight.”  Now  that’s  fucking 
profound.  Okay,  so  you  say  it’s 
only  the  lowly  keypunch  that  bor- 
ders on  the  brink  of  extinction. 
But  what’s  next?  LED  calculators? 
O-ring  binders?  SAC? 

My  mind  harkens  back  to  a 
simpler  era.  An  era  when  there 
were  still  things  that  didn’t  cause 
cancer;  an  era  when  gay  meant 
happy  and  straight  meant  a ruler; 
a time  when  you  could  hold  a 
door  open  for  a woman  without 
worrying  whether  you’d  be  rewar- 
ded with  a kick  in  the  groin  and  a 
feminist  sneer,  instead  of  a 
pleasant  ‘thank  you!’ 

Just  last  week,  I said  to  myself, 
“Goddam,  I’m  feeling  shitty.  I 
think  I’ll  go  to  the  Engineering 
Annex  and  listen  to  the  cheerful 
clattering  of  keypunches.” 


Imagine  my  chagrin  as  I entered 
the  holy  portals,  only  to  be  met 
with  the  solemn,  low-level  radiation 
of  dozens  of  monstrous  video 
terminals.  Against  my  better 
judgement,  I dazedly  shuffled 
over  to  one  of  the  filthy  vermin, 
and  began  idly  pressing  buttons. 
They  felt  cold,  unyielding, 
acknowledging  my  touch  only  by1 
a holjow,  popping  sound,  as 
strange  green  characters  writhed 
fitfully  on  the  screen.  I began  to 
feel  sleepy.  I could  feel  my  genes 
mutating  under  the  invisible,  op- 
pressive onslaught  of  sickening 
radiation.  My  lids  grew 
heavier . . . heavier . . . heavier ...  I began 
to  dream. 

I dreamed  that  I was  chained  to 
the  seat,  held  captive  in  front  of 
that  grim  beacon  of  modern 
technology.  It  began  to  talk  to 
me,  in  a curious  voice  at  once 
both  mechanical  and  syrupy,  “So 
you  dislike  me,  do  you  Feldon?” 

I did  not  answer.  I merely  glared 
back  at  it,  trying  to  make  it 
feel  as  though  it  were  the  one 
being  irradiated.  I sensed  it  did 
not  like  my  silence.  It  began  an 
obscene  electronic  sputtering 
which  my  feverish  mind  translated 
into  cacophonous  laughter.  Then 
it  seemed  to  change,  subtly, 
horribly.  All  of  a sudden  there 
was  no  longer  a machine  in  front 
of  me,  but  a foolish  looking, 
gangly  urchin  wearing  an  Eng  Sci 
8T4  jacket. 

“Do  you  realize,”  spoke  the  Eng 
Sci  abruptly,  “that  if  you  xerox  a 
problem  set,  and  then  keep 
making  xeroxes  of  the  xeroxes, 
that  after  an  average  of  469 
nickels,  you  will  be  left  with  a 
blank  page? 

Now  I found  my  tongue.  “Fuck 
off,  you  fucking  slimy  Eng  Sci 
wimp.  Take  your  bloody  xeroxed 
problem  sets  and  shit  all  over 
them.” 

“But  listen,”  the  Eng  Sci  per- 
sisted. “This  really  is  fascinating. 
You  see,  what’s  really  neat  is  that 
the  intensity  of  the  ink  on  the 
xerox  falls  off  as  tanh(3pi/x) 
where  x is  the  number  of  nickels 
used  to  that  point.  In  fact  just  last 
week,  someone  handed  me  a 
blank  problem  set.” 

I had  had  enough.  I burst  my 
chains  with  one  mighty  heave  of 
my  rippling  Molson  muscle,  and 
sprang  for  the  Eng  Sci’s  throat. 
He  started  to  gag  and  turn  blue, 
and  all  of  a sudden  it  was  not  the 

[Continued] 


W'TLESS  WORKSHOP 


By  ROY  GROTY 


$50  to  Dr.  Rex  Morgan,  Med.  Sci.  Bldg. , for  this  idea.  Send  yours 
(with  $50)  to  Witless,  Toike  Oike,  10  King’s  College  Rd.,  San- 
dford  Fleming  Bldg.  B670. 


Technology  flashback 


[Continued from  page  11] 

scruffy  collar  of  the  Eng  Sci  in  my 
hands,  but  the  smooth,  hard 
plastic  of  the  video  terminal  on- 
ce again.  But  my  wrath  was  unap- 
peased. I had  to  destroy 
something.  Before  I knew  what  I 
was  doing,  I had  overturned  the 
table  on  which  the  terminal  had 
sat,  and  was  staring  stupidly  at  the 
inside  of  an  imploded  CRT. 
Then  a voice,  close  to  my  ear, 
spoke  in  a venomous  Cantonese 
accent,  “You  will  die  for  this, 


swine...” 

I woke  up  in  a cold,  crystalline 
sweat,  as  my  actual  surroundings 
slowly  impressed  themselves  upon 
my  clouded  senses  once  again. 
Gingerly,  I got  out  of  my  seat, 
and  stared  apprehensively  at  the 
terminal  I had  been  sitting  at. 
What  had  I learned  from  this 
rather  frightening  experience?  I 
don’t  know.  I don’t  want  to  know. 

Perhaps  we  should  all  just  spare 
a thought,  a few  nano-seconds  of 
silence,  for  the  keypunch.  The 
wondrous  keypunch.  That  lum- 
bering but  loveable  mechanical 
beast,  the  likes  of  which  most  of 
us  will  never  lay  eyes  on  again. 


Where  do  we  go  from  here?  it 
looks  bleak.  Gone  is  the  jovial 
atmosphere  of  the  card-reader  line 
up.  Gone  is  the  computer-card 
confetti,  at  one  time  the  only 
known  method  of  shutting  up  ob- 
noxious front  row  types. 

What  will  we  make  computer 
card  rings  from?  Who  can  we 
laugh  at  now  that  we  will  never 
again  see  someone  dropping  a 
2000-card  program  in  the  middle 
of  the  annex  floor?  A shadow 
crosses  my  heart,  as  I think  of 
what  other  past  technological 
marvels  will  soon  bite  the  dust. 
That  reminds  me,  I mustn’t  forget 
to  wind  my  watch... 
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Profs  cry 

the  cruise  zot  blues 


New  deployment  techniques 
make  them  virtually  undetectable 


By  JOE  E.  BLOW  GUN 

The  following  text  and 
illustrations  were  obtained  from  a 
high  level  source  in  the  Zot 
Design  Department  who  refused 
to  give  his  name.  Popular  Science 
flew  in  10  of  the  world’s  top 
scientists  to  determine  the  authen- 
ticity of  the  documents.  Here  is 
their  report: 

Given  the  scenario  of  the  lec- 
ture hall  (fig.  1)  with  a total  of 
600  possible  cruise  zot  silo 
locations  (the  grid),  and  given  a 
deployment  of  6 silos  (shaded 
squares),  a professor  has  only  a 1 % 
chance  of  guessing  an  actual  silo 
location.  With  the  proposed  “MX” 
option,  the  percentage  chance  of 
silo  detection  is  further  reduced. 
This  option  allows  the  cruise  zots 
and  launching  silos  to  be  shunted 
around  before/ during/ after  the 
professor  fires  his  verbal  salvos  to 
any  one  of  the  600  locations,  thus 
making  it  virtually  impossible  to 
put  a silo  out  of  action.  The  ad- 
versary is  left  with  no  choice  but 
to  surrender. 

Shown  in  Fig.  2 is  the 
camouflaged,  black,  super- 
hardened  “Samsonite”  housing  site 
for  the  missile  and  silo.  This 
revolutionary  “Samsonite”  type 
housing  makes  detection  of  the 
silo  virtually  impossible,  while 
allowing  space  for  the  deployment 
of  a large  number  of  zots. 

Both  professors  and  T.A.’s  are 
in  an  uproar  over  the  proposed 
testing  of  the  cruise  zot  on  the 


MC102  range.  The  military  wing 
of  the  BFC  recently  voted  over- 
whelmingly to  test  this  new 
weapon  in  MC102,  citing  the 
similarity  in  its  layout  to  Con  Hall. 
The  new  missile  will  eventually  be 
deployed  in  massive  numbers  in 
Con  Hall  if  the  MCI 02  tests  prove 
successful. 

The  cruise  zot  is  a new 
generation  of  weapon,  designed 
specifically  for  the  purpose  of 
turning  the  shaky  balance  between 
students  and  professors  in  favour 
of  the  student.  Using  an  onboard 
computer,  the  missile  speeds 
through  the  air,  comparing  the 
profile  of  heads  below  to  the 
profile  of  heads  along  the  pre- 
arranged flight  path  stored  in  the 
computer’s  memory.  This  advan- 
ced new  guidance  system,  coupled 
with  speed,  accuracy  and  excep- 
tional deployment  capabilities  of 
the  missile,  make  it  “the  ultimate 
threat”  according  to  an  Eng  Soc 
member  who  refused  to  be  iden- 
tified. 

Opposition  to  the  testing  and 
deployment  has  been  in  the  form 
of  marches,  sit-ins,  graffitti,  as 
well  as  the  bombing  of  Mario’s 
Guidance  Systems  plant  (New  Jer- 
sey) where  the  zot’s  guidance 
system  is  manufactured.  T.A.’s 
and  lecturers  chanting  ‘Blot  the 
Zot’  have  pounded  on  the  doors 
of  Queen’s  Park  calling  on  Bette 
Stephenson  to  put  an  end  to  what 
one  protester  called  “the  greatest 
threat  to  teaching  in  the  history  of 
the  world”.  In  the  Faculty  Coun- 
cil, an  MCI  02  philosophy 
professor  called  on  authorities  to 
test  the  crusie  zot  at  Erindale 
where  “most  of  the  people  are 
deadheads  anyway.”  Several  other 


high  ranking  philosophy  professors 
introduced  a motion  to  impose 
economic  sanctions  on  the 
Engineers,  saying  that  by 
deploying  the  missiles  in  Con  Hall, 
the  Engineers  would  have  un- 
precedented First  Strike 
Capability. 

Despite  opposition,  it  is  expec- 
ted that  as  soon  as  the  BFC 
makes  an  official  statement  to  the 
students  of  MCI 02,  testing  will 
begin,  with  initial  Con  Hall 
deployment  slated  for  January 
1984. 
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SHOP  TALK 


By  RHETT  FINKELSTEIN 


Two  assholes 

An  Artsman  and  his  two  Jock  friends  were 
walking  down  St.  George  Street  together 
when  a car  swerved  and  struck  the  Artsie. 
When  the  Mice  finally  arrived,  there 
wasn’t  much  left  of  the  fellow  so  the  of- 
ficer in  charge  turned  to  the  distraught 
Jocks. 

“Listen  guys”,  said  the  cop,  “Was  there 
anything  distinctive  about  this  man  other 
than  his  pink  Daniel  Hechter  sweater?” 
“No.  He  was  just  a regular  guy,”  sniffed 
one  of  the  Jocks. 

“Hey!  Wait  a minute!”  piped  up  the 
other.  “He  had  two  assholes!” 

“Are  you  kidding?”  asked  the  cop.  “How 
the  hell  would  you  know?” 


“Because  every  time  we  went  to  an 
engineering  pub  together,”  the  Jock  said 
happily,  “the  doormen  would  say,  ‘Here 
comes  that  stupid  Artsie  with  the  two 
assholes!” 


Elephant  tales 

An  engineer  and  his  wife  took  their  young 
son  for  his  first  visit  to  the  circus,  and  by 
chance  their  seats  were  next  to  the 
elephant  pen.  When  his  father  left  to  buy 
some  popcorn,  the  boy  piped  up,  “Mom, 
what’s  that  long  thing  on  the  elephant?” 
“That’s  the  elephant’s  trunk,  dear,”  she 
replied. 

“No,  not  that.” 


“Oh  - that’s  the  elephant’s  tail.” 

“No  Mom!  Down  underneath!" 

His  mother  blushed  and  said,  “Oh,  that’s 
nothing.” 

Pretty  soon,  his  father  returned,  and  the 
mother  went  off  to  get  a soda.  As  soon  as 
she  had  left,  the  boy  repeated  his 
question. 

“That’s  the  elephant’s  trunk,  son.” 

“Dad,  I know  what  an  elephant’s  trunk 
is.  The  thing  at  the  other  end.” 

“Oh,  that’s  the  elephant’s  tail.” 

“No!  Down  there!” 

The  father  took  a good  look  and  ex- 
plained patiently,  “That’s  the  elephant’s 
penis.” 

“Dad,  how  come  when  I asked  Mom, 
she  said  it  was  nothing?” 

The  engineer  took  a deep  breath  and 
replied,  “Son,  I’ve  spoiled  that  woman.” 


Super  stud 

Superman  was  flying  over  Metropolis  one 
sunny  day  when  he  spotted  Wonder 
Woman  lying  naked,  spread  eagle  on  the 
balcony  of  her  penthouse  suite.  Having 
found  Lois  Lane  unable  to  satisfy  his  super 
lust,  he  decided  that  this  was  his  big  chan- 
ce. Developing  a hard-on  faster  than  a 
speeding  bullet  and  more  powerful  than  a 
locomotive,  he  went  into  a power-drive. 
Without  slowing,  our  super-hero  thrust  in- 
to the  unsuspecting  Wonder  Woman.  Was 
she  surprised?  Not  half  as  surprised  as  the 
Invisible  Man! 


King  dong 

An  artsie  type  was  passing  by  a little  used 
hallway  in  the  Sandford  Fleming  Building 
when  he  notices  a sign  on  a door.  Being  a 
graduate  arts  student,  he  was  able  to  read 
the  note  “Long  Dong  Engineering  Club 
looking  for  'King  Dong’  to  fill  the  position 
of  Club  President’.  Having  a 16.321  inch 
prick  (10  times  the  normal  artsman  size). 
He  knocked  on  the  door  intending  to  ap- 
ply. A little  wimpy  Eng  Sci  answered  the 
door  and  asked  the  artsman  his  business.* 
The  artsman  pulled  down  his  pants  and 
revealed  his  tool,  saying  “I'm  applying  for 
the  King  Dong  job.”  The  wimpy  Eng  Sci 
type  took  off  his  clothes  revealing  a prick 
which  wound  around  his  left  leg,  up  and 
around  his  neck  and  he  said  “See  this?  I’m 
just  the  doorman.” 

Rooster  joikes 


What  do  you  get  when  you  cross  a rooster 
with  a telephone  pole? 

A 45  foot  cock  that  wants  to  reach  out 
and  touch  someone. 

What  do  you  get  when  you  cross  a rooster 
with  an  owl? 

A cock  that  stays  up  all  night. 


Quickie 

Definition  of  a quickie:  “This  won't  take 
long,  did  it?” 
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Hot  dog 

A newly  graduated  Nurse  nervously 
prepared  her  patient  for  his  upcoming 
surgery.  Despite  the  poor  man’s  screams  of 
agony  the  young  nurse  managed  to  main- 
tain her  professional  composure.  Pleased 
with  her  work,  she  assisted  the  orderlies  as 
they  wheeled  the  patient  into  the  elevator 
on  the  way  up  to  O.R..  As  the  elevator 
door  opened,  the  awaiting  surgeon  noted 
with  alarm  the  clouds  of  steam  rising  from 
the  patient.  Rushing  over  to  the  gur- 
ney, he  lifted  the  sheet  and  was  engulfed 
by  the  steam  billowing  from  the  patient’s 
torso.  In  horror,  he  turned  to  the  smiling 
young  nurse  and  cried,  “I  said  ‘Prick  his 
boil’,  you  idiot!” 


Bonus  offer 


Upon  completing  a survey  of  downtown 
prostitutes,  I was  amazed  to  learn  that  a 
hand  job  cost  the  same  amount  as  group 
sex.  Perplexed,  I finally  ventured  to  ask 
one  harlot  why  this  was  so,  to  which  she 
casually  replied,  “A  bone  in  the  hand  is 
worth  two  in  the  bush.” 


News  flash 

Pope  John  Paul  yesterday  made  the  star- 
tling announcement  that  he  is  an  avid 
Beatles  fan,  and  has  decided  to  change  his 
last  name  to  Ringo-George. 


CLASSIFIED  OPPORTUNITY  MART 


MAKE  BIG  PROFITS!! Sell  stuff  for  more 
lhan  you  paid  for  it.  Ingenious  Enterprises, 
Inc.,  Kalamazoo,  Mich. 


ALL  ABOUT  CAULKS!  How  to  seal  your 
entrances  in  a jiffy.  Long  John  Industries, 
Beaver  Trail,  N.H. 

BOOMERANGS!  Incredible  return!!! 

INCREDIBLE  new  gas-saving  device!  For 
info,  send  $5  to  Fart-in-a-Jar  Enterprises, 
Moscow.  Tell'em  Yuri  sent  you. 

PROCRASTINATORS  CLUB.  Meeting  post- 
poned. 

SOLAR  POWERED  FLASHLIGHT!  Amaze 
your  friends!  Amaze  your  enemies!  Works 
under  any  bright  sunlight.  Erindale  Enter- 
prises. 

SELL  YOURSELF!!  Be  a whore  in  a week! 
Write  to  Pimps  Unlimited.  Ask  for  Otis. 

BUILD  your  own  home  through  the  mail 
kit.  Send  now  for  free  catalogue.  Millenium 
Incorporated,  Bingville,  Ohio. 

RECEIVE  50  RARE  STAMPS.  Send  50  let- 
ters to  various  foreign  countries. 

APATHY  CLUB.  For  those  who  really 
don’t  care.  Meeting  cancelled. 

BECOME  an  ordained  minister.  Get  to 
wear  dresses!  Box  734  Jonestown,  Guyana. 

HAMMOND  designer  T-shirts.  Keep  your 
alligator  in  the  pink.  Write-.I-Always-Wanted- 
To-Be-An-Engineer  Enterprises,  Urindale, 
Ont.  SAC  000. 

NEW  WALKMAN!  Smaller  than  a cassette!! 
Quadraphonic,  Dolby  and  more.  Send  $10.  for 
info.,  to  Mitsutakayishony  Co..  Tokyo,  Japan. 

RECEIVE  lots  of  junk  mail!  We  ll  list  you 
with  hundreds  of  publishers,  advertisers  etc. 
Write  Box  69,  N.Y.,  N.Y,  N.Y.  10017. 

EXOTIC  KITES... no  strings  attached.  Send 
$5  to  Gone-with-the-Wind,  Inc.,  Buffalo, 
N.Y. 

APARTMENT  to  rent.  Beautiful  view  of 
south  Beirut.  Kitchen  blasted  away,  constantly 
running  water,  but... what  the  hell!  A bargain 
at  12  shekels/month.  Call  555-0696,  ask  for 
Morty. 

BE  a male  cheerleader.  Great  way  to  pick 
up  girls!  Visconti  Performers  Ltd.,  Water- 
bomb,  111.,  60605. 

BRONZE  Baby  Shoes.  Perfect  match  for 
bronze  babies.  B.B.  Enterprises. 


PART-TIME  STUDIES  at  WOODSWORTH 
COLLEGE.  Get  a part-time  degree!  B.,  M., 
Ph.  programs  beginning  soon.  Write  for 
details. 


ENLARGE  YOUR  ORGAN!  Nothing  gives 
greater  pleasure  than  a full-size  organ.  Write 
for  free  booklet.  Hammond  Organ  Specialities 
Co.,  Hart  House  Circle,  SAC  000. 


CONVOCATION  HALL,  this  Saturday,  in- 
spiring speeches  by  Oral  Roberts  and  Rex 
Humbug  on  “The  Evils  of  Oral  Rex”. 

WE  PAY  CASH  for  your  worn  out  rhesus 
monkeys.  Also,  check  our  catalogue  for  huge 
selection  of  other  furry  friends.  Barnyard 
Frolic  Enterprises,  c/o  Ramsey  Wright 
Zoological  Labs,  U of  T. 


USED  Candu  reactors.  $25  ea.  Write  to 
Pickering  B power  station.  Ask  for  Bruce. 

RIGOR  MORTIS  is  a crippling  disease. 
Give  to  the  Save  the  Stiffs  Fuhd. 


WANTED:  Poster  child.  Write  to  Save  the 
Stiffs  Fund,  Box  51,  Stn.  A.,  Toronto. 


FREE!  FREE!  FREE!  Send  $3,  $3,  $3,  to 
Tri-City  Products  Inc. 

WANTED.  Used  Plutonium.  PLO  products, 
Beirut,  Lebanon. 


FIRE  prevention  devices.  Proveh  effective. 
Brzynski’s  Bakery,  Main  and  Filmore,  N. 
Tonawanda,  N.Y. 


BIG  BUCKS!  Mel’s  Moose  Farm,  Hornby 
Ontario. 


FARTING  for  fun  and  money!  Deep- 
browned  Bean  Enterprises,  Tripoli,  Libya 


HEMORRHOIDS...  You  got  ’em?  Tough 
Shit! 


UoIT  Psychics  Club.  Executive  meeting. 
You  should  know  where  it  is. 


CONSTIPATED?  Who  gives  a shit! 

HAVE  A BLAST!  Write  for  101  Molotov 
cocktail  recipies,  Northern  Ireland  Bartenders 
Guild,  Dublin. 


HOT  FLASHES  relieved  without  estrogens. 
It  worked  for  me!  Ron  McKenzie,  SFB670. 


MAKE  MONEY  QUICK!!  Send  $5. 

EARTHWORMS!  by  mail.  Raise  'em.  Enjoy 
'em.  Great  for  bait,  pets  or  fertilizer.  Squiggly 
Farms,  Scuttlebutt,  Ontario. 


LEARN  WHILE  ASLEEP!  Astonishing  new 
method.  Order  strange  catalogue  now.  Rutter 
lecture  notes,  Wallberg,  Ont.  MMS  140. 


SPIRITUAL  HEALING  through  transcen- 
dental functions.  See  Math  office  for  details. 


ANNOUNCEMENT!!  Last  minute  addition 
to  the  musical  line-up  at  this  year’s  Homo 
Hop  will  be  Hip  Homo  and  the  Kool-Aids. 
Get  your  tickets  now!  Call  555-3717.  P.S. 
Opening  act  will  be  the  Multiple  Partners. 


WANTED.  Proofreaders  for  Dept,  of 
Redundancy  Dept.  Requirements:  Grade  8, 
Ex-Eng  Sci  or  equivalent.  Apply  to  Office  of 
Industrial  Engineering  Office,  Roseburp  Bldg., 
U of  T. 


FOR  SALE: 


$10  BUCKS  FREE!  Send  $15  postage  and 
handling. 


WANTED:  Subjects  for  memory  experimen- 
t.  Write  to  Clarke  Institute. ^P.S.  Bring  your 
own  electrodes. 


LOST:  one  memory.  Write  to... I forget. 
Who  the  fuck  am  I,  anyway? 


TAKE  A TRIP  with  us!  See  all  there  is  to; 
see!  Voyeur  Buslines,  Vicarius,  N.J. 


DEAR  IUDY:  Sorry  about  last  night.  Hope 
this  makes  up  for  it. 

Roses  are  red 
Violets  are  redder 
Get  on  your  knees 
And  give  me  a header. 

Love,  Dirk 


INVENTIONS  WANTED!  Feeling  inven- 
tive? If  you’ve  got  a fantastic  new  tool  we’d 
like  to  appraise  it.  Big  or  small,  we  patent 
them  all!  Apply  Cody  Hall  Nurses  Residence. 


UofT  SCHIZOPHRENICS  CLUB-  All 

welcome.  Bring  your  friend’s  personalities. 
Call  555-6161  and  555-1616. 


DEAR  DIRK: 

Once  a king,  always  a king 
But  once  a (k)night’s  enough. 
So  fuck  off,  eh?  JUDY. 


RAISE  TURTLES  in  your  home,  for  fun 
and  profit.  Respond  now  and  receive  sample 
tortoise.  Slo-Mo  Industries,  Butte,  Montana. 


DON’T  be  a shepherd  without  a flock  !! 
Our  SPACE  AGE  LUBRICANTS  will 
domesticate  even  the  feistiest  quadrapeds. 
From  goats  to  yaks,  we’ve  got  the  knack! 
Green  Industries  Ltd.,  Box  69  Palmerston, 
^exas. 


INDUSTRIAL  WASTE  absolutely  free. 
Send  now  for  huge  catalogue.  All  the  latest  in 
toxic  chemical  waste... PCB’s,  DDT’s,  Dioxin 
and  much,  much  more.  Act  now,  be  the  first 
on  your  block  with  a birth  defect!  1 1 Love 
Canal  Cr.,  N.Y.  10069 


URGENT!  New  members  needed  for  the 
Suicide  Club.  P.O.  Box  0000,  Brooklyn 
Bridge. 


ARMY  SURPLUS.  BOMBS!  BOMBS! 
BOMBS!  WW  II  A-bombs  obsolete?  Used 
properly  they  can  still  turn  your  neighbour’s 
dog  (and  most  of  the  neighbourhood)  into  an 
11,000°  C plasma.  Act  now!  Ask  for  Rompin’ 
Ron  at  the  Pentagon. 


HOW  to  find  subliminal  messages  in  your 
Cornflakes.  Write  for  free  information.  Crun- 
chy-Psyche Enterprises,  Tough-Nuts, 
Nebraska. 


LOST  HP  41 C 
Reward  offered 
No  questions  asked. 
Call  978-3193 


DIVORCED?  Separated?  Generally  lonely, 
lovelorn  and  depressed?  See  ad  for  ‘suicide 
club’  above. 


ITS  INCREDIBLE!!!New  Xerox  machine. 
Pulls  staples  out  of  problem  sets,  then  copies 
them  in  your  own  handwriting!  No  one  will  be 
the  wiser,  not  profs,  not  friends,  (and 
especially  not  you!)  Write  to  Eng  Sci  Division 
Office  for  details. 


SUBSTANTIAL  reward... 'oo  ever  stole  my 
razor,  would  dey  pleaz  return  it.  Dis  is  rto 
joke.  Serge  Savard,  Montreal  Forum,  Quebec 
CANADA. 


ONCE  in  a millenium  offer!  We  have  just 
discovered  a limited  number  of  signed,  first 
edition  Bibles.  Respond  now-  and  receive  free 
miracle,  NazaVeth  Press,  Inc.,  c/o  Ernest  the 
Angel. 


MY  HOUSE  is  a Nuclear  Weapons  Free 
Zone,  so  y’all  take  note.  Orville  Bushwacker 
1009  Harbord  St.,  Toronto.  P.S.,  Trespassers 
will  be  shot  on  sight. 


HP  41C 

For  Sale. 

Price  negotiable. 
DUKE  978-3122 
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presents... 


. . .a  free  glass  of  wine 
with  a meal, 
between  5 and  8 pm 


. . .the  famous  Smoke  Room 
NOW  OPEN 

D.J.  ’s  brew  at  a low,  low  price... 
electronic  games. . . darts. . . and  more! 


. . . live  bands  and  the  best  in  videotech  dance  music 

Nov.  10- 12  The  Grotty  beats 

Nov.  17-19  The  Lincolns 
Nov.  21-26  Steamer 
Nov.  2 8- Dec.  3 Biko 


. . . D . J . ’ s dart  tournaments 

Monday  & Wednesday 
register  by  6:30, 
games  start  at  7:00 
nightly  prizes— monthly  playoffs 


. . . football  fever  nights 

every  Monday  night  is  football  fever 
night  at  D.J.  *s 
party — prizes 


D.  J.’s  is  available  for  private  parties  or  pub  nights — check  D.  J.’s  for  details 


D.J.  ’s. . . 700  University  A ve,  entrance  off  College. . .595-0700 


